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Sunday,  Aug,  15  - 

These  last  few  days  can  easily  be  called  seeing  Europe  on  the  wing. 

I  take  up  the  account  now  from  last  writing.  I  had  a  compartment  quite  to  myself 
(  all  the  way  to  Hoek  of  Holland  )  which  place  I  reached  after  seven  o'clock.  - 
Going  directly  to  the  steamer  I  was  soon  comfortably  prostrated  in  a  berth  by  an 
open  porthole  and  had  for  a  stateroom-mate  an  English  girl  of  the  boisterous 
variety.  She  insisted  upon  calling  me  "dear",  giving  me  her  powder,  her 
oranges  and  a  drink  from  her  flask. 

After  refusing  all  these  she  was  still  friendly.  It  was  my  third  passage 
across  the  Channel  and  not  one  bit  disturbed  was  I.  But  my  offering  friend 
could  not  say  the  same.  At  6:30  the  following  morning  I  was  on  the  train  en 
route  for  London  having  gotten  up  frightfully  early,  gone  through  the  customs 
without  a  struggle,  collected  my  wits  and  my  baggage  and  found  a  space  in  a 
compartment  large  enough  to  hold  me.  It  was  a  pretty  ride  through  the  country. 

By  eight  o'clock  I  was  in  London.  Going  up  the  platform  I  saw  Mr.  (  ?  ) 
Cericroft  (  of  the  "Evil  Eye"  on  board  the  CretLc  )  struggling  towards  a  hansome. 
The  subway  soon  deposited  me  at  Paddington  Station  where  I  ate  some  breakfast 
(  did  not  have  time  to  get  it  on  the  boat  )  and  took  the  next  train  to  Oxford. 

There  I  spent  a  couple  of  hours  visiting  the  chapels  of  Christ  Church,  and  peering 
in  at  a  few  others  but  principally  sitting  along  the  "broad  walk"  listening 
to  the  dearest  little  orange-throated  bird.  So  restful  and  so  quiet  there  looking 
out  across  the  fields.  After  purchasing  several  varieties  of  English  tarts  and 
a  great  bag  of  gooseberries  I  wandered  to  the  station  and  took  the  next  train 
for  Stratford-on-Avon.  My  two  bags  of  refreshments  did  taste  mighty  good. 

How  I  did  enjoy  that  ride.  At  every  little  station  some  country  people  would 
get  on  and  I  launched  forth  into  conversation  with  them  all.  They  were  so 
real  and  they  would  say  the  commonplace  things  in  such  a  delightfully 
uncommonplace  way.  An  old  man  and  a  woman  cf  uncertain  age  proved  most 
entertaining.  He  made  all  sorts  of  inquiries  concerning  my  changing  at  "Atton" 

(  Hatton  )  and  incidentally  delivered  a  dissertation  on  "following  the  'ounds'  ", 

"The  Gentry"  etc.  etc.  - 

At  Banbury  I  bought  a  far-famed  Banbury  cake  and  however  they  make  them 
and  whatever  they  contain  (  aside  from  currants)  I  do  not  know.  This  much  however 
I  do  know.  They  are  delicious  and  I  only  wish  I  had  a  great  bag  full  this  minute. 
At  Hatton  while  waiting  for  the  Stratford  train  who  should  I  see  but  Miss  Patterson 
and  Miss  Gregory  from  Scranton.  They  introduced  me  to  Miss  Bessie  Jones  from 
Scranton  and  another  woman  and  we  joined  forces  to  Stratford.  At  the  "Red 
Ho-use"  I  found  that  Mabel  and  Miss  E-  were  registered  there  but  had  driven  to 
Shottery  so  after  procuring  a  little  map  of  the  towns  and  interests,  streets,  etc.  - 
I  proceeded  to  Shottery  by  a  delightful  path. 


